CHAPTER      THIRTEEN
was called 'Good Morning/ and it bore for a sub-
title:
'After a sleep of twenty-five years, old-fashioned
dancing is being revived by Mr* and Mrs. Henry
Ford/
This was interesting, and at that time it also
seemed a little incongruous, One said to oneself:
'Here is a man who has devoted the major part of his
life to making the world ride more quickly* And
now he is devoting his latter years to making it dance
more slowly. What is the explanation?*
I turned to the preface for an answer. And as I
read it, I straightened my back, and unconsciously
assumed a correct attitude. For from those pages
there drifted the faint but unique odour of Mr.
Turveydrop.
denunciation of the dance by the protectors of
public morals has usually been occasioned by the
importations of dances which are foreign to the
expressional needs of our people. With character-
istic American judgment, however, the balance is
now shifting toward that style of dancing which best
fits the American temperament/
I glanced over to Mr. Ford* The American
temperament was in full swing in his particular
quadrille. Everybody was 'honouring1 their 'corner
ladies* in exactly the way in which 'corner ladies'
should be honoured* Movements were proceeding,
troops were manoeuvring with the most delicate
precision.
I re-opened the book, and a fresh whiff of Mr.
Turveydrop, stronger than ever, assailed my nostrils.